Loues Labours loft, 

Red, Mo ft Z) #//, honed Dull, to our fport away. Exit*- 
Enter Ladies.., 

fu, Sweethearts we fhall be rich ere we deparr, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in. 

A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds ; Looke you, what I haue 
from the Louing King. 

Rofa. Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ? 

Qu, Nothing but this: yes as much loue in Hi me,, 

A s would be cratn’d vp in a fheetr of paper 
Writ on both fidcs the leafe, mar gent and all; 

That hewasfaine to fealeon Cupids name. 

Rofa. That was the way to make his God-head wax t- 
For he hath beene fiue thoufand y ceres a Boy, 

Katb. I, and a fhrcvvd vnhappic gallowes too. 

Rof. You’ll ncere be friends with him, a kild yourfifter,. 
Katb. Hcmade her melancholy, lad , and heauy, andfo 
flbcdiedj had fne beene Light like you, of fuch a mcrric nimble 
ftirring fpirit, Ihe might a bln a Giandam ere Ihe died. And fa 
may you : For a light heart Hues long, 

Rof. What’s your darke meaning moufc, of this light word l 
Kat. A light condition in a bcauue darke. 

Rofe, We need more light to finde your meaning out.- 
Kau Ybu’ilmarre the light by taking it infnuffes 
Thercforclle darfcely end the argument. 

Rof, Look what you doe, you doe it Hill i’th darke, 

Kat. So do no: you, for you are a light Wench. 

Rof. Indeed I waigh not yoa, and therefore light. 

Ka. You waigh me not, O that’s,you care not for me. 

Rof. Great reafon : for pall care, is Hill paft cure. 
gu. Weli bandied both, afet of Wit well played . 

But Refiling you haus a fauouc to.o. 

Who fent it ?and what is it ? 

Ref. 1 would you knew 
And if my face were bu; as faire as yours, 

My Fauour were as great, he witnclfc this. 

Nay, 1 haue vcrles toe, I tnankc Berowne, 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 

I.were the faiteft GocdslTe on the grounds 




tones Labour’s lofl. 

I am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O hehathdrawnc my pidlureinhis letter. 
flu. Any thing like ? 

Rof. Much in the letters, nothing in the praife„ 
flu. Beauteous , a s Incke : a good conclufion. 

Kat. Faire as a text B.in a Coppic booke. 

Rof. Ware pcnfils.How ? Lee me not die your debtor^ 
My red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

O that your face were full of Oes. 

ff- APox of that ieft, and I bcfhrewall Shrowcs? 
But Katherine , what was fent to you 
From faire Dumaine} 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. 
flu. Didhenotfcndyoutwaine? 

Kat. Yes Madame and morcouer. 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfullLouer; 

A huge t ran flat ion of HypocriGe, 

Vildly compiled, profound limplicicie. 

Mar. This, and thefePcarls,to me Cent LenoauffK 
The Letter is too long by halfc a mile. 

QU. I thinkeno lcflc: doftthou wilhin heart 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter fhort. 

Afar . I, or I would thefc hands might neucr part* 
fluee. Wc arc wife girles to mocke our Louers fo. 

Rof. They arc woxfe foolcs to purchafe mocking fo. 
That fame Berottneilc torture ere I goe. 

O that I knew he were but in by th’weeke. 

How J would make him fawnc, and begge, and feeke, 
And waite the feafon, and obferue the times, 

And fpend his prodigall wits in booties rimes. 

And fljape his feruice wholly to my deuice. 

And make him proud , to make me proud that iells. 

So pertaunt like would I o’rcfway his Hate, 

That he fliould be my foolc, and I his fate. 

flu* None are fofurely caught, when they are catchtf 

As wit turn’d foole, follie in Wifdomc hatch’d .* 

Hath wifdomcs warrant, andthe helpc of Schoole, 

And Wits one grace to gracealcarned Foole? 

Rof. The blond of youth burns not with fuch cxccfle 
~ Gs 
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